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FOREWORD

When, some years ago, | commenced to write these sketches, | had no idea of having
them published, even in a newspaper, but intended to have them typewritten and deposit
a copy with the Minnesota State Historical Society, in order that any of my descendants, or
anyone else who might be curious to know how we lived and also what happened in those
days, might have their curiosity gratified to a certain extent.

Happening to be in the office of the Detroit Record, | told Mr. Benshoof of my intentions
and he advised me not to trust a matter of that kind of typewritten stuff as it was too short
lived. He advised me to have it printed and his advice caused me to impose the following
upon the publc. —The Author.
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CHAPTER I A Five Hundred Mile Trek From Putnam County, lllinois, to Sterns
County, Minnesota, in 1856

In the year 1855, my father, Charles Dally, with his wife and six children were living on
a small farm near Senachwine, (afterward Putnam, Futnam County, Ill.) In that year he
contracted the Minnesota Fever and sold his farm but retained possession for one year.

In he spring on 1856, after putting all of his farm into small grain, he sallied out to view the
“promised land”. He went to Rock Island, Ill., by rail, there took a steamer and went up the
“father of waters” to Reed's Landing, where he hiked out into the country to find a place

to build a mill to grind grain into flour. Such a mill at that time was known as a “grist mill”,
and ground grain for anybody and everybody who wished to have it done, and the person
owning the grain could may for having it ground or could allow the miller to take toll for the
grinding, the latter mode being generally followed.
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My father found a suitable location of the south fork of the Zumbro River, about 35 miles
from Red Wing, and clear beyond the then settled portion of the country.

As it was almost impossible to hire a team for love or money, he made up his mind that in
all probability his claim would be alright until he could return with his family after harvesting
his crop, so he did not “file” on his claim and build a claim shanty as was required by law,
but trusted to luck.

On his return home he came through Chicago, lll., and there bought a “portable grist mill”
and ordered it shipped to Dunleith, Ill., on the Mississippi River, opposite Dubuque, lowa.

He returned home, bought three yokes of oxen, and took a job of breaking 60 acres of
prairie land to keep him busy while his crop of small grain was maturing.

| was then eight years old and was chosen as the pilot to steer those oxen while turning
over those 60 acres of prairie sod.

| suppose that it was good exercise for me as | know that | developed a voice that has
always stayed with me in spite of all my efforts to modulate it to reasonable proportions.

2

About the 1st of September, 1856, after having harvested and sold our grain, we started
for the “Promised Land” in two “prairie schooners,” or covered wagons, one of which we
loaded with some farm tools and a heavy load of flour and feed, and was drawn by three
pairs of oxen in charge of a young man named Geo. Haines, a son of neighbor.

The other wagon was known as a “wide track” wagon, as the box was four inches wider
than a common wagon, thus giving more room for the stowing of tent, cooking, stove,
bedding, provisions and children, and was drawn by a good span of horses, driven by man
father. | that wagon rode my mother, my elder sister, my younger brothers and sisters,
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while | was supposed to ride on the ox wagon with Haines, but in fact did very little riding
as | preferred to run loose along with our grey hound dog.

That dog and had 1 lots of fun as he could whip anything that wanted to have trouble
with him. He was not quarrelsome and would not interfere with another dog as long as
the behaved himself, but if he wanted to try conclusions he always got a plenty before he
could get away. | think the grey hound had a little the advantage as before starting my
father had put a wide leather collar studded with long sharp spikes around his neck.

After starting, everything went all right until we came to a long hill that we had to descend,
when old Jim, our off pole ox, declined to proceed any farther. Geo. Haines, the driver,
whipped and yelled, and tried to make the other oxen pull old Jim along but it was hard
work as he was the largest of the lot and he sat right down and braced all four of his feet
and tried his utmost to be immovable. Some one finally suggested that he might be afraid
to descend the hill with the other teams in front of him, so George unhitched the others
and drove them out of the way, when old Jim immediately arose and went down the hill
without any farther trouble. He soon learned that he could descend a hill and there was no
more trouble after that.

We camped that first night at Indian town, “Tiskilwah”, my father and mother's first home
after they were married. My father pointed out to us children the grave of old Tiskilwa, an
Indian Chief, after whom the town was afterward named. He was buried on a high bluff
west of the town.

We continued our journey and passed through Princeton, the County Seat of Putnam
County and then on to Dixon, where we crossed the Rock River. Before reaching Dixon,
we fell in with two teams from near Urbana, Ill., who were also bound for Minnesota, but
were going to the vicinity of St. Cloud. One of these teams was driven by a man named
John Carlisle, who had a span o mules on the tongue and a yoke of oxen in the lead, white
the other had a team of three yokes of oxen, driven by a man named Carpenter, in the
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employ of Mr. William Hooper, who's 14 year old son David, was in charge of several cows
belonging to his father. 3 | forgot to mention in the proper place that had two cows leading
at the rear end of our ox team, and we had a crate of chicken fastened to the rear end of
that wagon box.

The autumn of 1856 was an exciting time politically, as a presidential campaign was on
and almost everybody was highly enthusiastic on either one side or the other and as we
met other men we would call out, “Hurrah for Fremont and Dayton” and generally the
reply would be “Yes sir, that's the talk” but sometimes they would answer with “Hurrah for
Buchanan and Breckenridge”. The latter being the Democratic nominees while the former
were the choice of the Republicans.

The Urbana teams and us traveled and camped together for a long time and dave Hooper
and | became fast friends although he was six years older than |, and we were together
all the time as | would help him drive his cows and when he and Carpenter changed off
and Dave would drive the ox team | would ride with him, and | soon got to think that there
was no other such boy as Dave Hooper. Poor Dave, in after years he grew up and when
the Civil War broke out he joined the Third Minnesota Volunteers, was elected Standard
Bearer, passed through the war unharmed, came home and went to studying law, then
became insane and died.

| do not remember all of the towns that we passed through, but know that we went through
Galena, lll., and reached the Mississippi at Dunleith, Ill., (East Dubuque now), then we
crossed the river on a steam ferry to Dubuque, lowa. It was there that | first saw the
beautiful large side wheel steamer, “The Milwaukee” as she was lying at the levee a short
distance above the ferry dock. Those three monstrous gold beads on her Monkey Brace
between her smoke stacks took my boyish eye and | thought she was the most beautiful
steamer that | ever saw, and | have not changed my mind since.
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We struck out northwest from Dubuque, passed through Decorah, and entered Minnesota
at a little own called Elliota, and camped for the night about one-half mile northwest of the
town.

Father had, all along, been praising up Minnesota and had been telling of its nice brooks
with gravel beds, over which the clean water purled and ran.

Where we camped that night there was nice dry meadow through which there meandered
a little steam that a person could step over almost any where. We would always turn the
cattle out to graze in the evening after having driven about twenty miles each day, then
before we retired for the right we would tie them up and keep them tied during the night
lest they might attempt to return and then in the morning we wold turn them out and let
them feed while preparing and eating our breakfast.

On this particular morning we had turned them out and as Carpenter was bringing in the
oxen to hitch up one of the oxen, as he stepped across the little stream, happened to get
lengthwise of it and fell in, and as he 4 struggle to extricate himself he sunk deeper until in
a short time nothing but his hetd was above the water and mud, with his mate standing on
the bank but unable to pull him out. So they had to take another pair of oxen and hitch a
chain to his horns and pull him out. Of course they had a lot of fun at my father's expense
over the episode.

| forgot to mention in the proper place, that near Galena we passed through the lead
mining country and saw many “prospect holes” where men had been digging to find lead
ore, which at one time was very abundant there and some men made large fortunes
when they happened to strike the right place. Some of the richest finds were in caverns
in limestone rock, such caverns being lined with lead ore sometimes six inches thick. We
saw men hauling the ore in dump carts to the smelter where the lead, after being freed
from its impurities, was run into molds which cast it into triangular bars called “pigs”, each
pig weighing about 150 pounds.
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In our voyage down the Mississippi in 1862 we saw lots of those “pigs” piled on the river
bank awaiting shipment by steamer.

After rescueing the ox from the mud, we resumed our northward trek and finally came

to the Zumbro river a few miles below where my father had located his claim the spring
previously. We camped on the south bank of the stream and father and Haines mounted
horses and rode up to see how things were at his claim. They were greatly surprised to
find a town on his claim, there being about thirty buildings in sight where for miles and
miles had been open prairie the spring before.

My father's mill site was gone to someone else and the town of Zumbrota was being built
there, so he had to look elsewhere for another claim.

After looking around for about week and finding nothing to suit him, my father and mother
decided to follow the Urbana teams who had left us when we halted a week previously.

So we again took up our line of march, northward, and came through Cannon Falls and

on until we reached the St. Peters River, (Now the Minnesota River) at Mendota, opposite
Fort Snelling, where we crossed the river on a ferry and came up on the bluff northwest of
the Fort where | first saw United States Soldiers, a squad of whom were filing into a gate in
the west wall of the Fort.

We then continued on north toward St. Anthony and camped for the night on the south
side of Minnehaha creek where the old government road from the Fort to St. Anthony
crossed it about forty or fifty rods above the falls.

It was at that camp that we first saw the raider grass hoppers or Rock Mountain locusts,
which were in swarms around our camp, they having just arrived.

Next morning at day light father took his rifle and went down stream but soon returned and
told us that the falls were only a short distance away and after we had our breakfast we
all went down and viewed what, to us, was a wonderful sight. My mother and us children
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contented ourselves 5 with a view from the south bank, but father and Haines went down
and passed around behind the falls to the other side of the stream. We returned to camp
and while preparing to start | looked up the road to the north and saw a man coming on a
pony and called my father's attention to him.

He looked at him steadily for a few seconds and said “that fellow rides just like an Indian”
and so it proved to be. He was on his way to the fort with a sack of wild ducks.

As we proceeded north toward St. Anthony we passed a large white house on the east
side of the road which we afterward learned was the residence of Philander Prescott,

who was afterwards killed by the Sioux in their outbreak six years later, when he was
government farmer at the Agency on Minnesota River, where he was endeavoring to teach
the Indians how to farm. He had a Sioux woman for his wife and had a family of half-breed
children. He and one of his sons stayed all night at my father's house during the winter

of 1856-7, being engaged at the time in locating land on which the “script” issued by the
Unite States Government to all mixed bloods, could be filed.

We arrived at St. Anthony, and found quite a town on the East side but only a few houses
at the west end of the bridge.

We kept up on the east side to Coon Creek where we camped for the night.

| think that it was while we were camped at noon, the next day, that we saw a train of
those famous “Red River Cart” a they pursued their screeching, squawking way from the
Red River settlement near Winnipeg where the Earl of Selkirk, in 1812, planted a colony

of Scotch Highlanders, to their nearest market at St. Paul, Minnesota, where they traded
their fur, buffalo robes and pemmican for such articles and supplies as they needed in their
far northern home. Those carts were wonderful pieces of mechanism, built almost wholly
of wood. In fact, if | remember, there were only four small pieces of iron in the makeup of
each. Two linch pins to hold the ponderous wheels in place on their wooden axles and
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two iron pins through the heavy thills where the motor, which was usually a single ox, was
attached to them.

We proceeded up the east side until we reached Monticello, where we crossed the ferry to
the west side.

A steam saw mill was being built there, the boiler of which, if | remember right, blew up in
the summer of 1857. We kept up the west side and camped for the night near the mouth of
Silver Creck.

The next morning, an old gentleman named Kent came along about the time we started
from camp. He lived about one and one half miles southwest of Clearwater on the
Clearwater river, and we started for his place, where we arrived in the afternoon. The next
morning, my father and Haines took the horses and went up to Clearwater Lake where my
father decided 6 to locate. That evening, when they returned, they told of the swarms of
black bass that they had seen in the outlet of the lake.

When we started from lllinois, father had, so he thought, provided himself with all that he
would need in a new country, but he had forgotten fishing lines, though he had a plenty
of hooks, but the matter of not having lines did not block him, for after supper he went out
and pulled a bunch of long hair from a horses tail and after soaking it in warm water for a
short time, he stripped up his pants and drawers to bare his leg on which to roll the horse
hair and in a few minutes he had made a line of twelve or fourteen feet long and stout
enough to hold any ordinary fish.

The next morning we started on the last stage of our journey.

As there was no road directly up the river we took a road that led to Fairhaven for the
first few miles. This road had been made by Thomas C. Partridge and his colony of Ohio
people during the early summer of 1856. We followed it to where Mr. B. T. Lyons had just
put up his house and there we took the southwest road that led to Joseph Pratt's place,
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then to where Joshua Kemp was about to build his house, then from there on we had to
cut our own road.

Along in the afternoon we came out on a high bluff overlooking Clearwater Lake and

we beheld one of the most beautiful sights that | ever saw. That high bluff on the north
shore of the lake, about one-third of a mile west of the outlet, from which we first saw

the lake we afterward christened “Mount Nebo.” A few rods back from its brow stood a
large earthen mound built by people in a long past age as a mausoleum for their dead
but who they were or when they lived no one could ever tell. My late learned friend, the
Honorable Jacob V. Brower, believed that they were made by the ancestors of the Sioux
Indians but his arguments failed to convince me that such was the case, as in my youth
a six years acquaintanceship with three hundred Sioux Indians and their habits leads me
to believe that no Sioux ever performed the labor that such a job as building a mound like
that entailed, as aside from carrying in game | do not remember of ever seeing a Sioux
Indian do anything that in the least resembled work as they deemed it beneath the dignity
of a warrior to do menial labor of any kind, as that was a job for the females.

Off to the South and southeast lay that magnificent sheet of water known as Clearwater
Lake, with its points and islands and wooded shores resplendent in all their autumnal glory
of red and gold, seen through the haze of the Indian summer, made the most wonderful
picture that | had ever beheld. The lake itself was like a mirror and on its surface disporting
themselves were enormous flocks of wild ducks who, when they arose, would make a
noise almost like thunder. My mother and us children sat there for some time enjoying the
glorious scene while my father and Haines were engaged in cutting a road down the shore
of the outlet, about one-third of a mile distant. When they returned we drove down to the
outlet and pitched our tents, having reached the end or our five hundred mile journey at
last, October 6, 1856.

Next morning, father cut a small sapling for a fish pole and attached his horse hair line
with a hook on the end and set me to fishing while he and Haines got busy at other things
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that needed their attention but before they had got started to work | yanked out a big black
bass, the first fish that | had ever caught, but not the last.

CHAPTER Il Getting Settled After Arriving From Putnam County, IIl.

After Camping all night at our destination my father set met to fishing while he and the
hired man prepared to build a house and stable and get things ready for winter that might
come any day although the beautiful Indian Summer continued for about a month and we
were in our new houst with a seven foot open fire place built of cobble stones before the
tenth of November when snow came and winter set in.

As yet we had seen no Indians at our place but one evening, shortly after the lake had
frozen over | saw two men coming across the lake from the south-east and when they
were about ont-third of a mile off my father after watching them for a minute or so, said,
“Those men walk just like Indians” and so they proved to be. One of them was a large,
middleaged man, dressed up in, what | thought, a highly picturesque style, while the other
was younger and was dressed in more plain clothes, although dressed like an Indian of
that period.

As they could talk no English and we were equally as well equipped in Indian,
communication, except by signs was limited.

Father invited them in and gave them their supper and as our beds were all occupied by
grown people and children our visitors seemed content to lie by the fire place all night and
after partaking of a rousing breakfast next morning they proceeded on their journey.

A short time after that two came one day when father and the hired man were absent.
Mother gave them their dinner and after they had sat by the fire and smoked for some
time, one of them arose and went out while the other sat still.
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My mother spoke to me in a low tone and told me to go and see what the absentee was
doing. | stepped outside just in time to see him emerge from an addition that father had
commenced to build on the west end of the house and over his shoulder he had a bundle
of coon skins that father had caught.

| called out, “Mother, he is stealing our coon skins”. She came rushing through the door
and called to him to bring back those coon skins but she might just as well have saved her
breath as far as getting the fubs back was concerned.

When my father returned in the evening and heard what had happened to his furs he did
not say much but what he did say indicated that he would not fall on the neck of the next
Indian, who arrived to claim his hospitality, and weep for joy.

No more came for nearly two months and in the meantime snow had fallen to a depth of
three feet or more, and it was soft, loose snow in which a person even on common snow
shoes would sink deeply.

Father had made himself a sled of ordinary height but as it was almost impossible to do
anything with that, he made another which he christened his “Shanghigh sled” as it was
nearly three feet high.

One day when father and Haines were away from the house, an Indian came that had the
most wonderful pair of snow shoes that | have ever seen. They were at least six feet long
and eighteen or twenty inches wide. He stayed to dinner and then struck out on his snow
shoes across the lake south to the other shore, about one and one-half miles distant. |
remember watching the queer actions that he made as he rocked back and forth on those
immense shoes.

That evening, after supper, as we were sitting in a semi circle around a big fire in our
seven foot fire place, our greyhound dog, Prince, who had accompanied us on our trek,
became uneasy and my father told me to let him out of doors, whereupon | went and

Tracks and trails; or, Incidents in the life of a Minnesota territorial pioneer ... http://www.loc.gov/resource/lhbum.07519



Library of Congress

opened the door and that dog shot out of that door like he had been thrown from a catapult
and as he went he emitted a snarl that indicated trouble for something or somebody.

Before | had time to think, an Indian jumped through the door colliding with and nearly
knocking me over. My father, who had sprang to his feet at the first snarl of the dog, seized
that Indian and sent him out fully as fast as he had entered and at the same time told the
dog to take him, but instantly realizing that that would not do, he yelled at the dog to stop,
which he immediately did and let the Indian depart unmolested.

We had no more Indian visitors during the remainder of the winter and spring until the
last of April when we were about through maple sugar making when, one morning after
breakfast, my mother, who was boss of the sugar making activities although the men did
most of the heavy work, told my sister Ruth, who was about two years my senior, and
myself to go over to the sugar camp, which was across the Clearwater river, about sixty
rods distant, and start the fire under the big pan in which we concentrated the maple sap,
which was afterwards cooled, settled and strained into the big iron kettle in which we
finished the process by sugaring of, as we termed it.

We had just arrived at the camp and had not yet had time to start the fire when my eyes,
always alert, noticed up on the hill among the big maples, two or three Indians coming
toward us. | instantly spoke to Ruth that Indians were coming.

Instead of running for home as lots of children of that age would have done, she
commenced picking up and dumping into the big kettle which was 10 empty, every dipper,
dish and pan that we had in use there except a large dish pan, which she put in upside
down covering all the small things in the kettle and then seated herself on top of the dish
pan.
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As for myself, | am sorry to say, that the only thing | seemed interested in saving was a
little ax which my father had given me back in lllinois. | picked that up and stepping back
into the edge of the brush, put it behind me and thus we awaited results.

The two or three Indians that first attracted my attention were the leaders of a band of
seventy-one of the time and have not changed my opinion since.

If a man had a moving picture of that lot of savages as they filed by us on that morning, it
would be worth a fortune to him.

Ruth sat there on that kettle full of dishes and pans like Patience on a monument, while |
stood there striving with all my young might to bow to each individual Indian, as | thought
that it was necessary to be polite to them all and as they continued to come thick and fast
it became almost impossible for me to bob my head fast enough to do each Indian justice.

One of them stopped and took Ruth by the arm and indicated that he wanted her to vacate
her throne but she resisted and stayed there and he went on.

About ten or twelve of the rear ones had no paint on their faces except a plentiful supply
of black which | afterward learned indicated that they, being all young, had never been in a
battle and were now on their maiden raid against their enemies, the Chippewas.

After the last one had gone by and we could not see any more coming, Ruth and | did not
wait to build a fire but followed them over to our home to see what they would do there.

When we arrived at the house, there were a lot of them standing around in the front yard
and father was sitting on the steps in front of the door whittling a stick with his jack knife,
while Mr. Perry, a neighbor, stood near.

The Indians had been wanting father to feed them which, considering the number, was out
of the question.
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One of them, apparently angered by father's refusal to feed them, walked past father
and, as he passed, struck towards father's face with the butt of his gun at the same time
muttering something which Mr. Perry, who was standing near, understood was nepo,
meaning to Kill.

My father was wearing at the time a broad brimmed hat and, as he was looking down, did
not see the Indian's movement until the musket butt was nearly against his nose. My father
was a quick tempered man and was apt to resent any threats or insults instantly and he
then did what, under the circumstances, | think was a very injudicious thing. He sprang to
his feet and picked up a small stick and started towards the offender 11 and said, “I will
whip you, you squaw.”

As the young buck made the motion at father with his gun, an older one that stood by
spoke sharply to the young one and he got out of the way when father started towards him
but if that old Indian had not spoken a tragedy might have been the result.

They all soon resumed their journey and left us in peace.

From that time until the outbreak in August of 1862, when so many people were
slaughtered and so much property was destroyed, the Indians, whose summer home was
along the Minnesota river, came up into our part of the state to hunt and we used to trade
vegetables, sugar and flour and sometimes hay, for venison and tallow, but they behaved
themselves and we had no trouble with them and had no fear of them until the August
before alluded to. Then we were certainly frightened enough to last us for a while.

Shortly after the outbreak of the Sioux, we had heard and read of the horrible deeds that
the Indians had perpetrated on the defenseless settlers off to the southwest of us but as
there were no murders committed nearer to us than about thirty miles, and as the troops
seemed to be masters of the situation we did not anticipate being disturbed in our part of
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the state so we went about our farming business as though nothing had happened and
seemingly in perfect security.

Toward the later part of August, my brother, two years my junior, and myself, were
engaged in hauling oats from the field about three fourths of a mile distant from our home.
As we neared home with a cart load of sheaves, about four P.M. we were surprised to
see our ten year old brother coming toward us, running fast as though he was in a terrible
hurry. When we met him he told us to hurry as fast as we could as our folks were afraid
that we would all be killed by the Indians.

We had a big load of oats on the cart but they were not bound on with a binding pole as
we did not need one. That news woke us up and the way that we laid the gad onto those
oxen and the way oat bundles flew right and left as those running oxen took that cart over
that stumpy and stony road was certainly a sight to see.

Arriving at the house, we were soon told what had happened to turn a peaceful, pastoral
scene into such a turmoil.

A short time previously the folks at the house had heard over east toward our nearest
neighbor, a Mr. Herman Knickerbocker's place, somebody shouting as though they were
insane and, as the noise came nearer, they saw a man running and he was shouting at the
top of his voice. When he came near enough so they could understand what he said they
then understood why he was in such a hurry.

He was crying, “Run for your lives, the Chippewas have broken out and have slaughtered
all the people up country and have taken and are now burning St. Cloud and will soon be
here.” Then he turned and ran home.

12

We quickly threw off what remained of the oats and commenced to pile and pack
everything movable into that big cart rack.
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“Mounting in hot haste, the steed,” wasn't a circumstance to what happened in the vicinity
of the Dally domicile within the next hour or two. Everyone, big and little, was engaged in
piling and packing everything that could be taken for we fully believed that everything we
left would be destroyed by the savages.

| was helping with might and main, when my father suddenly said to me, “Nate, you go and
get the cattle.” As they, the cattle, were running loose in the woods north of the house, the
direction that the Indians were supposed to be coming from, this made me pause. There
certainly has been times in my life when | had more enthusiasm for a trip than | felt at that
moment but as | had been some what acquainted with my father before and | knew that
those cattle had be brought in and that the quicker it was done the less danger there was
in doing it, so | went after those cattle in a hurry and had then rounded up in a hurry.

We then yoked up another pair of oxen so that we had two pairs to handle the monster
load that we had on that big cart, then hitching the cows behind and letting the young stock
follow, we started in the darkness for the town of Clearwater, seven miles distant.

In the van was the two yoke of oxen with my father holding to the left horn of the near
pole ox and acting as steersman to guide those oxen and that cart around the crooks
and turns of a narrow woods road while I, with my “trusty rifle,” as they in the stories, on
my shoulder, brought up the rear. | have since learned what | did not know then, that |
occupied the post of honor in a retreat.

In after years when | was reading “Prescott's Conquest of Mexico,” | came upon that scene
that occurred during that sorrowful night of the retreat and it reminded me forcibly of that
night when we were fleeing for our lives to the shelter of town.

To be sure, the characters engaged were not strikingly similar as Cortez' armor clad
knights who led the van did not bear any great resemblance to two yokes of oxen hitched
to a big cart piled high with household goods and surmounted by a tired mother with
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sixteen year old daughter trying to keep about a half dozen children from two years old
upward from falling off the rocking cart. Neither did the golden haired Alvarado with his
long lance acting as rear guard and jumping the canal where the bridge was broken down
much resembled an undersized 14 year old kid with a single barreled muzzle loading

rifle on his shoulder trying in the darkness to dodge mud holes that lay in his path but the
sorrow for having to leave and the uncertainty of what lay ahead was the same.

Just after starting from home, the sky in the direction of St. Cloud was lit lip by a great
glare that convinced us that the report that St. Cloud was being burned was correct.

13

We proceeded without incident until we were out of the heavy timber and had reached the
point about half way to Clearwater when we heard a wagon in our rear coming as if the
driver was trying to break the record of, or was trying to steal the reputation of that famous
son of Nimshi, mentioned in Second Kings, Ninth Chapter. When he overtook us, which
he soon did, it proved to be Mr. Orrin Laughton, who was just returning home after he had
been out in the woods warning the people, our neighbors, who lived around the eastern
part of Clearwater lake, and also those around Pleasant lake, of the impending danger.

When he came up, we halted, and asked him what news was. He said that it was a
mistake about the Chippewas having broken out and that St. Cloud was all right but he
added that the Chippewas were disaffected and were liable to break out at any time.

When my father heard all that, he was disgusted with himself for being so easily frightened
and announced his intention of turning around and returning at once to his home but Mr. K.
told him to come on to his home, which was about a mile further on, and spend the night
and then he could return in the morning, which we did.

As we were returning the next morning and were passing the house of Mr. Cyrus Smith,
a son-in-law of our near neighbor Mr. Octavius Longworth, who, with his family, had also
fled during the night to his son-in-law's place, came out and advised my father not to take
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his family back into the woods until things were more settled, so we unloaded a part of our
household goods and left my mother and the smaller children at Mr. Smith's and then my
father and Melville, my next younger brother, and myself, started on.

When we reached the Wiegand place, a mile farther on, we met the cavalcade from
the east end of Clearwater and Pleasant lakes which comprised almost all sorts of
conveyances from a wagon to a sled with oxen as a motive power.

Among them was a Moses S. Harriman with his family, consisting of his wife and five
children, the youngest of which was Elmer Ellsworth Harriman, who now resides at Los
Angeles, california, and writes such entertaining stories for the Youths Companion and
American Boy.

As he was quite young at that time, | did not take much notice of him but did of his sister,
Emma L., who was only a little younger than myself.

Well, after holding a debate with then for some time, we resumed our journey and arrived
at home in due time and proceeded to collect the oat bundles that we had distributed so
liberally along the road the evening before and after having stacked the remainder of the
oats we attended to other farm work for three days and then my father announced that he
thought we might as well go out to Mr. Smith's and stay there with the rest of he family,
which we did.

For a long time | did not know why he had changed his mind, but 14 afterward learned that
he had noticed some signs that he thought had been made by Indians and concluded that
it was not safe to remain at home.

We stayed a short time at Mr. Smith's and then, as my mother was very anxious to see
her brothers and sisters who still resided in lllinois, my father made arrangements with
our neighbors to care for our stock and crops while we were gone and after buying and
fitting out a boat large enough to accommodate the whole family, we set out down the
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Mississippi river, our destination being Rock Island, lllinois, where we arrived after having
a trip that abounded with inedents, some of which were thrilling enough to please anybody.
We arrived about a month later and then took the train for Bureau Junction where one of
my uncles lived on the farm that my Grandfather Wherry bought when he came to lllinois
from Marion County, Ohio, in 1836, and where he and my grandmother lived until their
death about 1850.

CHAPTER IIl A 500 Mile Trip Down the Mississippi River in 1862.

In the autumn of the year 1862, after leaving our home on account of fear of the Indians,
we stayed at Mr. Cyrus Smith's place on Clearwater Prairie for about ten days and then,
as my mother had been longing for several years to see her brothers and sisters and other
relatives who still resided in lllinois, my parents decided to go back there visiting during the
next winter and perhaps longer.

Two old settlers of Clearwater, Seth Gibbs and Thomas Tollington, had, during the Indian
scare, constructed a boat with which they intended if circumstances compelled them, to
float down the river to Minneapolis.

As the danger seemed to be passed, they wished to dispose of their boat so my father
bought it and he and | proceeded to put a cabin on it so that it would make a home for the
whole family in our trip down the river to Rock Island, Illinois, our destination where we
would take the railroad to Bureau Junction, near our old home.

Our boat was of the scow pattern 26 feet in length and 6 1/2 in width.

We cabined in about 16 feet of it leaving 5 feet at each end open except at the how where
the roof ran over the open space where we had a seat for the rowers under cover, but at
the stern the steersman stood in the open but as we could steer to a certain extent with the
oars it was not necessary for the steersman to keep his post if it rained.
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After making arrangements with some of our neighbors to care for our stock while we
were absent, se loaded a lot of household goods on our boat and taking a good supply of
potatoes, squashes, and other vegetables to last us on our trip, we started on our 500 mile
voyage down the “Father of Waters.”

It was late in the afternoon when we got off and evening when we passed the big bend
about 3 1/2 miles below Clearwater, our starting point.

Here, the river, at that time, made a big bow to the south and then back again north to a
point opposite and then ran to the southeast again. Around the bend it was about one mile
and the almost inclosed point, at its base, was only 25 or 30 rods wide.

Along about 1865, in a season of high water in the spring, the river seemed to take a
notion to shorten its course and started cutting its way across the base of the point. The U.
S. engineers in charge of the upper 16 river came up with a crew of men and endeavored
to make it behave by stopping up the cut-off, but the next spring the river asserted its
rights to do as it pleased and not only tore out what they had put in but enlarged the gap
to such an extent that the engineers gave it up as a bad job and concluded, as a fellow
said, “to let 'er rip,” which the river continued to do until the whole river passed through
the cut-off and then proceeded to silt up its old channel until at the head of the cut-off the
old channel was a grove of willows and cottonwoods 15 or 20 acres in extent and the old
channel below the cut off was also filling up so that in a few years another of those oxtow
lakes would be added to the many that already exist along the course of the river all of the
way from the falls of Pokegama to the Gulf of Mexico.

We tied up for the night a short distance below the big bend and next day passed
Monticello and camped the second night just above Battle Rapids since called Coon
Rapids.
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This Rapids got its first name from an encounter that took place here in an early day
between the Sioux Indians and their life long foes, the Chippewas. The story as given by
the early settlers ran like this:

Old Hole-in-the-day, Sr., with either one or two of his warriors, came down the river on a
scalp hunt and found a party of Sioux encamped on the opposite or west bank of the river
at the rapids.

After reconnoitreing the Sioux camp, he picked a hiding place in the timber on the east
side of the river. The hiding place consisted of a large hollow log in which he and his
companions could conceal themselves.

After choosing their lair, they boldly walked out in plain view of their enemies. When the
Sioux discovered them all of the Sioux warriors in the camp tool to their canoes and
paddled over to the east side to wipe out a party of Chippewas who thus dared to heard
them in their lair.

When the Sioux took to their canoes, Hole-in-the-day and his companions ran back and
hid in their hollow log and as the Sioux were combing the timber and brush for them they
slipped out and ran to th canoes of the Sioux and with their hatchets knocked holes in the
bottoms of all except one in which they immediately crossed over to the west side and
proceeded to slaughter the defenseless women and children and old unarmed men left in
the camp when the warriors sallied forth to kill the invaders.

When the Sioux warriors in their fruitless chase heard the screams and yells of their
women and children and the triumphant yells of their enemies, they ran back to their
landing place only to find their boats gone and a rapid river between them and their loved
ones who were being slaughtered by relentless foes. Just how many met death | never
learned but doubtless some of them escaped and found hiding places in the timber along
the river.
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After camping all night just above the rapids, we resumed our journey 17 and as we ran
the rapids our boat struck a large boulder in the bed of the river which projected nearly to
the surface but fortunately did no damage.

| think that it was a short distance below Anoka that we met a large scow loaded with
freight and merchandise and carrying an immense sail that was driving them along against
the swift current. The crew stated that they had left Minneapolis at midnight when a
southerly wind sprang up.

We soon arrived at Minneapolis and tied up at the upper levee, just above where two
steamboats, the “Enterprise” and the “Cutter” were tied to the west bank of the river.

Shortly after our arrival, | went on board of the steamers and looked them all over, from
stem to stern, to see just how they were put together, but at that time | did not dream that
| at some future time would build a steamer of my own. If | remember correctly we stayed
there two nights while my father was making arrangements to have our house boat hauled
around the falls and launched in the river at the lower landing.

While telling about the steamers | forgot to state that the “St. Cloud,” a small side wheel
steamer was tied up at the head of the island across the channel from the other two which
were both stern wheelers.

The river from the lower landing down some distance, was very rapid and we had to be
very careful to avoid striking boulders as the water was very low at that time of the year.

We soon passed the historic For Snelling which was built on the bluff on the point of
land between the Mississippi and Minnesota rivers. The corner stone of this Fort was
laid Sept. 10th, 1820, and the Fort was named Fort St. Anthony, but the name was
afterward changed to Fort Snelling, in honor of Colonel Josiah Snelling, one of the early
commanders at the Fort.
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From the Mississippi side, not much of the fort was visible except the historic tower at the
southeast angle.

Just as we arrived at the mouth of the Minnesota we met a small steamer, the “Albany”,
which was running on the Minnesota at that time.

Arriving at St. Paul, we landed as my father had some business to attend to at that place.

Lying at the levee was a large side wheel steamer, the “Northern Light”, which was being
loaded with down river freight. We ran down the river a few miles and as night was coming
on we camped on the west bank of the river. Shortly after darkness fell we heard the
“Northern Light” coming down and when she came around the bend above where we were
encamped what a beautiful sight she presented.

With every state room aglow with lights and the red and green side lights, high on her
upper works near the bow, to us children she was a wonderful picture.

Opposite where we were camped the river was quite shallow, a sand 18 and gravel bar
extending nearly, if not all the way across. As she came near us we could hear the engine
room bell as the pilot on duty ran his signals to the engineer and his assistant in charge of
the big engines on the lower deck, calling for “full speed a head” on the starbord engine
and half speed on the port engine, as he wound his devious way among the bars and
shallows, where, if he went wrong, his boat would be aground and then they would have
to spar with two monstrous spars that stood on the deck, one at each corner of the upper
works, near the bow and which were attached by tackle to two stationary spars so that the
movable spars could be handled by the crew with the aid of the donkey engine and thus
said a boat over the bar otherwise would be impassable.

As she went past, we could distinctly hear the grinding of her bottom on the gravel of the
bar over which she was passing.
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From that time on until we reached Rock Island we saw about all the steamers that were
then navigating the upper river, from St. Louis to St. Paul, a great many of which | still
remember the names.

The largest boat running on that part of the river was the “War Eagle”, the next in size
were the “Northern Light,” “The Northern Belle” and the “Milwaukee” then came the third in
size, in which were the “McLellan”, the “Canada”, the “Pittsburg” and another boat the J. B.
something that | do not now recall. Those in he next class were the “M. M. Pomeroy”, the
“Zouave” and a number of others that | do not now remember the names of.

All of the above were side wheelers except the “Zouave” which was a stern wheeler.

| think that the handsomest one of the lot was the “Milwaukee” with her three enormous
golden beads strong on the “monkey brace” between the two smoke stacks.

The first time that | saw her was six years before when in the autumn of 1856, we crossed
the Mississippi at Dunleith, Ill, and Dubuque, lowa, the “Milwaukee” lay at the levee and
those gigantic golden beads shining in the sun looked very attractive to my youthful eyes.

| never heard just how large those beads were but in comparison with the size of the
smoke stack | should judge that the center one was about five feet in diameter and the
other two about three feet.

Nothing worthy of not was seen until we reached Prairie Island near the old town of Red
Wing. On this island the French Explorer LeSueur in 1695 built a fort and on this same
Island and on the main land in its vicinity the Honorable Jacob V. Brower, an old friend of
mine found and located nearly twelve mounds, cairns and earthworks that had been built
in ages long past by an unknown people of whose history we have no record except these
earthen monuments, in many of which were deposited the remains of their dead.
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After passing Red Wing, we soon reached Lake Pepin, where our 19 mode of travel,
drifting with the swift current of the river, had to be changed as that lake is so deep that
there is no apparent movement of the water down stream, and we had to rely on our oars
for motive power, but soon tiring of that we attached a long light line called a bed cord in
those days, to the side of the boat near the bow and taking the other end to shore, my
father and myself and one or two of my younger brother, proceeded to tow the craft and
found that where the shore was practicable, we could make better time than by rowing
and thus we passed that historic monument of nature, known as “Barn Bluff” and on down
the west shore until finally we struck a place where we had to resume our oars and finally
reaching Frontenac, where the French in 1727 built Fort Frontenac, and of which Sueur de
la Perriere was command at one time.

At the time we were there a gentlemen known as General Gerard had a fine house on the
bluff opposite and back of a low point that extended into the lake a short distance in an
easterly direction.

On account of adverse winds we lay just above the point for two nights and one day.

It was on the beautiful lawn surrounding General Gerrard's mansion that I, for the first time,
saw dahlias growing and blooming. | thought at the time that they were the most beautiful
flowers that | had even seen.

Early in the second morning of our stay we were awakened by the violent rolling of our
boat in the waves coming down the lake caused by a strong wind from the northwest.

We soon pushed off and passed around the point, where, under its shelter, while my
mother and sister prepared breakfast, my father and I rigged up a sail made from some
bed clothing which we, after we had eaten breakfast, hoisted on a mast that my father had,
in anticipation of some such ned, prepared and brought along.
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Well! how we did go after we had cast offl My father at the steering oar at the stern, guided
the craft diagonally across to the Wisconsin shore and then keeping a safe distance from
shore we sped onward down the lake.

Our little cabin was so full of bedding that was no passage way through it so that a person
passing from bow to stern had to pass over the top of the cabin, a feat that my father did
not like to attempt as he was not so spry as he had been in his younger days, so | had to
perform that feat when my father needed his dinner.

My trip to the stern went all right but as | was returning | some how lost my balance with
the rolling and pitching of the boat an came very near taking a header into the lake from
the top of the cabin which, luckily for me, | did not do, for if | had | would very probably
have stayed there as | could swim but very little and at the speed that we were traveling at
the time the boat would have been a long distance away before | would have risen to the
surface after a dive from the top that cabin.

We ran through the lake and down the river before night came on, having traveled
about] fifty-five mile during that day, and having passed 20 many historic places among
them the site of Fort St. Antoine, on the Wisconsin shore and another fort built on the
Minnesota side near the foot of Lake Pepin about 1690 by the French Commander
Nicholas Perrot.

We also passed Maiden Rock where, according to Indian Legend, a beautiful Indian
maiden, who being compelled to accept as a husband a warrior whom she did not love,
cast herself to destruction.

We camped all night a short distanct from the mouth of the Chippawa River and the next
morning we passed a large steamer aground at the mouth of that stream where she has
stuck during the night.
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We then passed the town of Wabashaw, named in honor of a noted chief of the Sioux
nation.

| do not remember the different towns that we passed through, but | do remember a place
called “Bad Axe”, where “Chief Blackhawk” and his allies met defeat at the hands of
General Atkinson and his army.

| also remember Winona, named after the Sioux maiden who leaped to her death rather
than accept a husband that she did not want.

As we neared Dubuque, we entered the lead region where we saw “Pig” lead ricked up in
piles like cord wood, on the river bank, awaiting shipment to market.

At Dubuque was a tall tower said to be 150 feet in height, where they manufactured “drop
shot” by pouring melted lead through sieves and letting it drop into a tank of cold water at
the surface of the earth 150 feet below.

The hot lead, in falling, would assume a globular form and by the time is struck the water it
would be solidified so that it would retain its shape.

The different sizes were then separated by screening.

We were detained a great deal by southerly winds and we would have to lie up
occasionally on account of them, but | improved those times by hunting the many wild
ducks that fed in the bayous that were plentifully scattered over the wide bottom land
through which the great river meandered its course.

| remember that, on one occasion when the wild was blowing hard up stream, that we took
a side channel in order that the wind would not interfere with our progress so much.

We entered the channel during the afternoon and expected to emerge soon into the
main river but evening came and we were still in that narrow channel and we became
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apprehensive lest the channel would again divide and become so small that we would

be compelled to return to where we had left the main river. Night came on and we had
not emerged, so we camped for the night and in the morning resumed our journey down
stream. Along about ten o'clock, we were greatly relieved, to emerge again upon the main
channel.

It was a great outing trip but we became tired of it and were glad when we neared Rock
Island where we were to leave the river and take the rail road.

21

When we reached the rapids, just above Rock Island, we met a large scow coming up the
rapids under a huge sail, and as there was a strong up river wind blowing, that scow was
tearing along, the water flying from her bows at a great rate.

We passed down the east side of the Island. The wing dam that supplied power for the
John Deere Agricultural Machinery factory, extending up the river diagonally, and only
closing a portion of the east channel.

At that time there still stood, on the Island, a “Block House” that the United States
Government had built, in an early day, as a defence against the Indians.

It was a two story building, built of hewn timbers and as near as | could guess, was about
thirty feet square, and the second story was placed upon the first in such a manner that
the walls of the second story faced the corners of the first story, and all the walls were loop
holed for musketry, so that the two stories commanded eight different directions.

As we passed along my father pointed out to us children the residence of Colonel
Davenport, for whom the City of Davenport was named.

He was one of the early settlers and lived on the island in the early days, and was so
inhumanly tortured by bandits that he died from his injuries a short time later.
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It happened on the Fourth of July, about 1835. His family had gone to a celebration,
leaving him at home alone, and the robbers came to his house to rob and, not finding as
much money as they thought he posessed, they proceeded to torture him to make him
disclose its hiding place.

In those days there was no banks in that part of the country and anyone having any money
would hide it in some secret place, known only to themselves or their families, and at that
time Northern lllinois was infested by an organized gang of thieves and murdsters, called
the “Bandits of the Prairies” who made life miserable for the honest people of the country.

They had their active members who traveled around through the country, while the local
members, in almost every community, who kept them informed as to the habits of persons
who had either horses or money that could be stolen.

They did not make a business of killing people unless resistance was offered or they were
thwarted in their plans, then they did not scruple at murder.

They set the law at defiance as they could always furnish an alibi and finally, the honest
element, banded together in “Vigilance Committees” which finally succeeded in ridding the
country of them by hanging, shooting and whipping.

Three murderers were hung, two others accused of murder were shot for the murder of the
man whom they had theatened to kill, but who was really killed by a son and brother of the
men executed.

My father was working in the vicinity where these last two were shot 22 and he heard the
guns of the firing party that dealt death to John Driscoll and his son William, but it was
found out aftrward that it was Dave Driscoll, another son, who did the shooting but he left
the country and escaped.
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When we reached Rock Island father tried to sell the house boat but no body seemed
anxious to buy so he finally traded it off for an old rifle. So we boarded the cars and soon
were with relatives where we stayed until the next spring, when we returned to Rock Island
and waited for the first steamboat up the river.

We only had to wait a couple of days when a small steamer, the “Durand,” commanded
by a Captain Pierce, came along and we took passage on it and we had a very pleasant
voyage up to Wabashaw, the destination of the “Durand”, as she was intending to run
on the Chippewa and Mississippi rivers between Durand, Wisconsin, and Wabashaw,
Minnesota.

We staid at Wabashaw about a week waiting for the ice in Lake Pepin to get soft enough
so that a boat could break its way through.

Finally the “Canada,” a medium sized side wheeler, came along and we boarded her and
she ran up into the lake and her captain did not like the looks of things so he returned

to Wabashaw and had just tied up when we heard a whistle and saw another boat, the
“McLellan,” come around the bend.

She was heavily loaded and had a heavy list to starbord, caused by not having her freight
stowed properly.

She came on up and ran along side of the “Canada” and we transferred over to her and
she steamed up into the lake and commenced to buck her way through the ice.

The ice was so stiff that she did not dare to run directly though it, but would run in, then
back out, and run in again, a little to one side of her course, then back out and run in
again, still farther to one side. So that she broke a trail about three times her width. So she
kept at it until darkness fell when they quit for the night.
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That night it froze quite hard and in the morning it looked as though we were elected to
stay there a while.

The captain walked across the ice to the Wisconsin shore and ascended a high bluff to
view the situation up the lake.

While he was gone the crew busied themselves cutting up two inch oak bucket plank into
pieces about two and one-half feet long and spiking them on the sides of the boat vertically
to prevent the ice cutting through the regular planking.

When the captain returned about 9:30 A. M. they resumed the ice bucking but in a short
time they backed into the ice too far and split the rudder post so that they were disabled for
any more ice bucking until they could make a new rudder out of the old one.

While they were engaged at that we saw the “Milwaukee” that had passed the winter
above the lake, coming down plowing her way through 23 the ice. At about the same time
we saw the “Pittsburg” coming up the lake in our wake.

The “Pittsburg” had a lot of heavy chain draped over her bows which hung down in front
and protected her planking from injury and she was steaming right along, smashing har
way through any trouble whatever.

When she came up she stopped a short distance away and the “Milwaukee” arriving at
the same time, the three boat lay a few rods apart, while they captains conferred for a

few minutes, and then the “Pittsburg” started up the lake and the “Milwaukee” down and
then our boat the “McLellan” followed the “Pittsburg”. Our pilot steering our boat by signals
to the engineers it kept the assistant engineers “humping” themselves to answer all the
signals that the pilot rang for them, and just before we arrived at Red Wing one of them
threw a lever wrong and broke a lever on a rocker shaft so we had to stop for an hour or
more at Red Wing while they repaired that and also the rudder. Then they resumed their
course to St. paul, where we arrived in the morning, and during the day we went by train
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to Minneapolis, where father hired a team to take us to Cleanwater, where we arrived in
due time. Thus ending a trip during which we probably travelled twelve or thirteen hundred
miles, as the Mississippi has an awful lot of crooks and kinks in it between Clearwater and
Rock Island, III.

CHAPTER IV When | Nearly Met Two Hostile Sioux Indians, Little Crow and his son,
in the Spring of 1863

We had returned from lllinois where we had spent the winter following the Sioux Indian
outbreak of 1862.

After putting in our crop, as there was not much to keep me busy until haying began, my
folks thought that | might as well dig ginseng for a while as it was bringing about ten cents
per pound green, whereas it had been selling for three or four cents per pound before that
time.

The ginseng plant formerly grew in vast quantities throughout the “big woods” in Wright,
Meeker, McLeod and other counties of Minnesota.

To those who have never seen it, | would say hat it somewhat resembles wild sarsaparilla,
but differs in several, particulars from it, as ginseng has five leaflets to each section of

its ternate leaf, instead of three as in sarsaparilla, and also the seed stalk is at the top

of the stem in the axil of the ternate leaves instead of a separate leaf stalk. The berries

of ginseng are a bright scarlet in a single umbel instead of black in three umbels as in
sarsaparilla.

As there was very little ginseng near our farm, | went to board with a neighbor, Mr. Charles
Gordon, who lived about one and one-fourth miles southeast of our place and was
engaged in digging ginseng, after he had put in his crop.
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One day, about the twentieth of June, we were digging in the woods between Cedar and
Sugar lakes in the Township of Corrinna, Wright County, about two and one half miles
east of where the town of Annandale now stands. Along about ten A. M., we came upon a
newly made trail running in a westerly direction and as it held a remarkably straight course,
| remarked to Gordon that | guessed that somebody's stock that had been removed from
their old home were making a Bee line for it.

As it was a hot day and th weeds and leaves trampled down in the trail were not wilted,
we thought that the animals had passed only a short time previously, possibly only a few
minutes before.

When we returned to the house in the evening, we then found out what had made the trail
seen by us during the day. A ginseng buyer named Robert Holmes had passed during the
afternoon and reported that Mr. 25 Henry Ferguson, who lived some five or six miles east
had been robbed of his two horses by some hostile Indians and that they were striking
west with a posse of settlers in pursuit and that he, Holmes, was on his way to alarm the
settlers in advance of the Indians' presence.

He stopped for the night at N. J. Robinson's, a local Baptist minister's house and after
supper the Elder and he, mounted on the Elder's ponies, started for Fairhaven four miles
distant to notify the squad of soldiers quartered there of the presence of the Indians, that
they might head them off.

The Elder and Holmes had made about one half the distance to town, when, as they were
passing what was known as the Montgomery marsh, suddenly out of the darkness in front,
at the side of the road came the flash and sharp crack of a gun cap, only a short distance
off.

As good luck would have it the Indian's gun missed fire, otherwise the elder who was in
advance, would undoubtedly have received its contents at only a few yards distance.
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At the flash of the cap, the Elder instantly realized the situation and was equal to it. He
instantly shouted at the top of his voice, “Come on Boys, here they are”, and wheeled his
pony and struck out for home at its best speed. Holmes followed his example, or rather,
anticipated it as he best the Elder home by a comfortable margin.

When they arrived at home and reported what had occurred, some of the young men took
a row boat and went up the river to town and reported the affair.

The next morning, a party of settlers, including M. S. Harriman, the father of E. E.
Harriman, who at the present time (1928) writes stories for the Youth's Companion, went
to the scene of the encounter of the evening before and there found that the Indians had
been encamped for the night and had been routed out by the Elder and Holmes and had
been so frightened that they had left a part of their equipment including a war sack in
which was a piece of birch bark with the figures of animals and signs engraved upon it.

The posse pursued them and at one time came within sight of them but could not overtake
them as the two Indians had the horses and in open ground could make better time than
their pursuers, who were on foot, so the settlers returned home when the soldiers, ten

in number, under Captain Cady, took up the trail. The soldiers overtook them and in the
encounter that ensued Captain Cady was killed and the Indians escapes but left the
horses so that Ferguson finally recovered his team.

While | was in Annandale on a visit two years ago, | fell in with George Ferguson, a son of
Henry Ferguson, and he informed me that Isaac Carter, a neighbor of theirs who was with
the Sibley expedition against the Sioux in the summer of 1863, that when Little Crow's son
was captured by Sibley's troops, he, the son, told Carter that it was he and his father, Litté
Crow, that took Ferguson's horses, he taking them while his father, Little Crow, 26 stood
with his rifle leveled at Ferguson's door with the intention of shooting any person appearing
there.
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When the news spread, which it quickly did, the people around Clearwater Lake, and also
around Pleasant Lake, immediately got into action. Those around Pleasant lake partly built
a stockade on the southeast shore of the lake, where they stayed for a short time, and
then they concluded that it would be safer to follow the example of the rest of us and go

to the prairie near the village of Clearwater, where they remained until they thought the
danger was passed.

We moved out to Mr. James Lee's place, as he and his wife were near friends of my father
and mother.

The settlers would return to their farms occasionally to work a portion of the day and then
return with a supply of vegetables for their families in the evening.

One evening as my father and | were returning from a visit to our farm and were near Mr.
Lee's place, in the stillness of the evening we heard two shots in quick succession, off to
the south-east.

We supposed that it was some hunter shooting at deer but the next morning we heard that
a Mr. Kinney, while returning from his farm, had been shot and wounded by an Indian.

He and his wife had gone out with their ox team and wagon to their farm and were
returning in the evening and as they were passing a piece of ground that was covered with
high grass and willow brush, their dog which had accompanied them, began to bark at
something in a bunch of willows a few rods distant.

Kinney stopped his team and picking up his gun arose and was trying to see what his dog
was barking at.

Suddenly an Indian arose from the willows and before Kinney could do anything aimed
and fired at him, breaking his arm above the elbow and the impact of the shot threw him
off his balance and he fell out of the wagon.
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At the same time another Indian arose and shot an arrow at the dog but failed to hit him.
Kinney managed to get back into the wagon and his wife put the whip to the oxen and
soon put a safe distance between themselves and the Indians who did not pursue them.

| do not think that the Indians would have interfered with Kinney if the dog had not
discovered them. | think that they heard the team coming and were lying in wait to see
whether it was a horse team or not. | have always believed if Kinney had been driving a
horse team that he and his wife would have both been killed as after events proved that it
was horses that the Indians wanted.

The same evening that Kinney was shot, two men named Pratt and Jordan were putting
up hay in the vicinity and as they were busy at work they heard talking and naturally
listened. As Pratt knew some of the 27 Sioux language he instantly knew that the persons
conversing were Indians and as they were very near where he and Jordan had left their
rifles before commencing work, he did not think it safe to try to get them then, so he and
Jordan took a sneak into a thicket of young tamarack that bordered the meadow where
they were at work and stayed there until the Indians had passed on, when they recovered
their rifles which the Indians had not noticed as they passed by.

Next day a party of men, of which my father was one, went after the Indians who had shot
Kinney and tried to trail them but could not do much, as they did not leave enough trail to
do anything in that line, and the only excitement they had was when the leader stirred up a
yellow jackets' nest and those following got the benefit of their stings.

About the same time of the foregoing occurrence a German settler near the northeast side
of Main Prairie had lost his team by Indians taking it during the night.

Instead of striking west, as the other Indians had done, the three who took the German's
horses struck southeast and came down near our place, and as near as | can learn,
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crossed the Clearwater river about one-half mile below our place and striking into the
heavy timber east of where we lived.

William Longworth, a young man 19 years of age, son of one of our near neighbors and
his sister Mary, and two men and their wives had come out to the Longworth farm and, as
there was such a large party of them, they concluded to spend the night there.

| think that one of the main inducements for remaining all night was that Will had
discovered that deer had been in their field during the preceding nights and as they were
liable to continue feeding until after day light in the morning, a hunter getting out in the
early morning stood a good chance of having choice venison steak for a while.

After passing the night undisturbed, Will, as soon as it was light enough to see a short
distance, started for their field some sixty rods distant.

The road that led to the field passed through heavy maple timber and occasionally a
thicket of young hickory and other young timber. Before he emerged from one of these
thickets, he paused to scan the field for deer.

As he was intently looking over the field for deer, his hunter's eye, always on the alert,
caught a movement of something among the trees to his left. He instantly glanced in that
direction and what he saw fairly made his hair bristle.

One of the largest Indians that he had ever seen was sneaking along with his gun at
ready, looking in the direction where Will would have been if he had not stopped to survey
the field for deer.

What was best to do, Will did not know. He knew that the single barrel muzzle loading rifle
which he carried, was not sure fire as it often missed fire, and he knew that if it missed
fire, as close as that Indian was, 28 his own death was almost certain. He knew from the
Indian's actions that he did not know just where Will was and he concluded that the safest
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course for him to pursue was to retreat to the house for reinforcements, so he clasped his
powder horn and bullet pouch to his side to prevent them from making a noise, then he
crouched down, turned and took a sneak for the house and gave the alarm and with the
other two men returned, but they could not find the Indian as he also had left the locality.

Upon going to the barn, which stood about fifteen rods from the house, they were
astounded to find that the Indians had been occupying it during the night while they had
been sleeping peacefully in the house only fifteen rods away.

The next that was heard of the Indians was over in the Township of Albion, some seven or
eight miles south.

A man named Hart was out in the woods hunting and was watching some honey bees, in
order to find their home tree, when he heard somebody talking and as he looked to see
who it was he was greatly surprised to see three Indians with two horses coming toward
him.

He had a double gun, one barrel for fine shot and the other a rifle but the shot barrel was
out of order so that he only had the rifle to depend on.

The Indians were only about twelve rods distant and the leading Indian, a large man, had
his blanket over his shoulder, leaving his